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NIGGER MINSTRELSY AT MARGATE. 


“I regret to say that Poor Papa has once again taken to playing the giddy bovine. Why on earth he can't enjoy a seaside holiday like any other 
rational being, I'm sure I don’t know. Uncle Bones and his clever troupe of niggers have so long enjoyed the patronage of Merry Margate that my wretched 
parent's attempt at rivalry was little else but ridiculous, and the audiences as small as the takings. I do wonder, too, at Mamma not putting her veto on such 
an exhibition; it seems as if the whole family were purposely bent on disgracing me. Thank goodness I'm not included in the towr.”—Toorsix. 


THE BROGUE TO BLAME. 


‘TWAS EVER THUS! 


OLD BAILEY BOTTING. 


— f= 


“THI16 celebrated and exalted individual,” Wilson telle 
us, died on October Ist, 1837, at a ner The event was 
communicated to the officials at Guildhall by a letter from 
the landlady of the deceased, which stated that Botting 
“met his latter end like a Christian parson, although be 
sometimes was troubled with fancies about the offices he 
had performed,” and requested, in the name of his landlord 
and landlady, that as, like some other ministers, he had 
died poor, the Corporation would be so good ax to grant the 
price of a ehell and prayers for their departed brother. 

he prejudices of society having much confined Mr. 
Botting's circle of acquaintance, he kept himself to himself, 
and was even taciturn and morose with “the party to be 
polished off "; unlike une Jack Cheshire, who occasionally 
assisted him, and who strove to give courage to the con- 
demned man by a whispered promise of expedition, not 
always too well kept. 

Botting being attacked by paralysis had retired from 
active service on a pension of five shillings 1 week about 
seventeen years before his death, and he took up his resi- 
Y dence at Brighton, where he is described as henceforth 
Father O'Flynn, Listen, me trind. enjoying the “otium cum indignitate” ; the frequenters of 


Blessed are the pacemakers. the tavern parlour, where of a night he went to smoke his 
Bill Smith. Bosemabers? ‘Ere, guv‘nor, pipe, eyeing fee regress no a cet avording; when 

s i ; d, ne knows—it's a profound secret!” who are yer getting at ain’t training possible, the glass the hangman runk out of. 
Yes, we are going to be engaged ; egpteoeosseliyy tte me P for the ten miles’ championship. it was with Jim Botting, we learn, the Newgate regulation 
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commenced of “paying the executioner his guinea per week over 
the door of the prison, in conformity with the feelings of the 
turnkeys, who thus strove to sink all knowledge of the individual 
who would have readily given entertainment to them all in one 
‘party’ if Black Jack had only sent in his card of invitation.” 

Although recent experiences prove that the generality of hang- 
men take kindly to the trade this has not been always the case. 
There is still existing « petition presented to the Treasury by Mr. 
Griffith, High Sheriff of Flintshire, which sets forth that the 
 caeaesga had been put toa great expense in obtaining an execu- 
ioner. The man to be hanged was a Welshman, no other 
Welshman would do the job. Travelling expenses of messengers 
cost £15, and another £10 was spent in the hire of a man from 
Shropshire, who deserted and was pursued, but without success. 
Another man, a convict, was hired, whose fees “for himself and 
wife” were £12. The cost of the gallows was £4 10s., and the 
funeral, cart, coffin, and other petty expenses, £7 10. ‘ 

Towards the end of Botting’s life his sleep was disturbed by 
visions of the horrible scenes in which he had taken part, and the 
ghosts of the hundred and seventy-five condem men and 
women who had passed through his hands haunted his dreams—a 
hideous procession of the hanged with their white night-caps 
palpitating over their convulsed faces, their heads all inclining 
towards their left shoulders, their arms pinioned, their fingers 
twisted. Frequently he said, speaking of the horrors of the night, 
“ Damn them ! if they’d only hold their heads up and take their 
night-caps off I shouldn't care.” 

e in the daytime, however, was always deeply interested in the 
details of his old trade. When the mornin ved for the execu- 
tion of Greenacre he screamed out joyously as the clock struck 
eight, “That's the time of day! He's guing out to nap it.” 

ting, we read, died easily, and, as the landlady fad it, “went 
off without saying a word, so nobody said a word to him.” 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLEss Bor. 
CHAPTER J.—( Continued). 

ME and Billiam the Bally-stained One are now ghosts. 

We have crawl like black beadles prong, the side of the ship 
and stole two night-gowns from the lady Burlesque Co.'s cabin. 
Finding rouge we have made spots of blood the size of n cheese- 
plate over where our hearts are supposed to be, but Billiam, by 
error, has put his on the right side. 

By way of a death-like pallor we have gone in heavy for 
ie chalk. It is possible the ladies of the Burlesque 

mited, will turn up sort of sallow by bee mg But no matter. 

We are now prepared, and will be upon the ghost crawl in the 
still twilight hour. 

The Black Cook’s boy has been our first victim. We pounced 
upon him from round a corner and he dropped a soup tureen. 

While the Black Cook was slapping his head with a slipper we 
managed to nail a bottle of champagne and a roast chicken. 

The dinner over we crawled round the deck and came on three 
of the Burlesque Co. gals telling one another secrets. Billiam and 
me gave a dismal groan. 

The gals swooned away, and we secured a packet of butter- 
scotch they were wolfing. So far good business. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


A Cries nye wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 

pe apart from ethers, DUFFIE; Much obliged for sant 
note, You omitted, MiGGs, to send a Stamp with drawings 
when you wrote. Alirays pleased to hear, SUBSCRIBER, 


Ver 
grandly, F. L. C. ALLY hopes to do so, Micka, By his eejours 
near the sca. 


— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 64. 

In Stamps or P.0.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 
PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 

» PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQve. 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, er Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall ha gg to meet 
with his or her death ina Hailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Hosnay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'elook, 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


——— 


STILL HE DIDN'T ENJOY IT. 


“ And when I got home he went on anyhow—eaid dinner had 
been siege two hours, and was quite cold.” “And what did you 
do?” . “Made it hot for him, you t.” 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 636.—The “ Ryde Bathing” Costume. 


(Saturday, July 4, 1896, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—Sa 


Indiqnant Householder. What are doing 
Be off immediately, or I'll kick you ties here, you rascal’ 
Sarah Thief (who has been caught on fe remises). All right 
uv'por. So long as you me take care y ', 
Love a bally chance chan I get out. you don’ 
Jones. What a fine fellow that McPherson is, 
a me ane pod eat but — is his epectal virtue? 
ones, He has the ly bagpipes at home = 
them out, and only plays them on birthdays and St. andrew ie 


Mistress, But why do you wish to leave, Mary? 
Denest: Well, ma'am ; the fact is, it’s too lonely for me in this 
ace. 
is Mistress. Lonely, Mary? Nonsense! Why, look at me; [ have 
to stop here always. i 
Domestic. Yes, wa'am ; but I haven't, (And she didn't, 


HAVE you marked the English mechanic's joy— 
The Joy with which. dinner hour, 
Witha -six pound t he'll toy, 


To vie with his mates in muscular power? 
Have you marked the English mechanic's ire— 
His ire, and the oaths it makes him drop, 
If at eventide, for the morning's fire, 
He's asked by his wifes few sticks to chop? 
lind Cripple. Spare me copper, kind sir? 
Old tarde, Spare decal copper, indeed! Why, confound it, 
fellow, I gave you one fess than a month ago. What on earth dv 
you do with your money? °° 


Perey de Masher. 1 have a gwate contempt for those vacillati 
be, gare, don’t you know. I nevah — sl mind—aw ! ting 
Toot . | suppose not. I should thin {ook have some troubic 
to get anyone to change with you, you? 
s 
“NooDLETON says he’s not been at all well lately ; he says he 


fancies his brain's affected in some way.” ‘“Pish! bosh! I ; 
he worries about such a little thing as that.” wonder 
os 


gs. You see that gentleman standing against the pillar? he 
used to be one of the greatest opeerety promoters in the City. 

Snaggs. Dear, dear ; and he | such a respectable man, too, 
I suppose he's trying to reform. 


eee aan 


THE LATEST ADDITION AT THE ZOO. 


“You are a duck, Algy, and may consider yourself cuddled.” 
“Thanks, awfully, Couldn't you confirm that blessing?” 


The O’Blatherskite. Sht 

Phelim. Shure, Oi'm maki 

The O' Blatherskite. Begob, thin, make 
standing quoietly there, making ye father out a liar. 


that noise, will ye! 
in’ no noise at all, at all. 
some! Don't be afther 


SHE PAID HIM THE ONE SHE OWED, 
The Fat Sud, 1 want to borrow a bike, this afternoon. Wonder 


if can? 
The Colonel's Daughter. You ought to try the Corporation ; 
they're not using their steam-roller, ; 
. 
og 


The common or garden Bill-Bird (Sloperbus Nonoofus), caught 
by A. SLOPER, Esq., on Quarter-day, near Battersea Park, aud lent 
by that gentleman. 


ee a aeeeeemeell 


HEARD IN THE STREET. 

Everyrsopy knows Herbert Campbell the jovial—Bertie the 
Bulky, as he is amp if somewhat irreverently, called 
Campbell is a bit proud of his ,” and doesn't feel 
at all offended if anyone tells him he is somewhat corpulent. 

He is an observer of humanity, and occasionally he finds humanits 
observing him. This was th 
where he has played a principal part in the pantomimes for more 
years than we care to remember. 

1t was an off-night after the i 
had put on ae, ‘and Campbell, who was taking a rest instead ot 
workin, 


outwards. 

There was the usual gang of Joafers and hangers-on around 
the door. opening carringe doors and picking pockets if the oppor 
tunity offered. Campbell's brougham was waiting for him aroun: 
the corner, and he did not care to get the commissionaire (0 
whistle it up, There was a big crush of people waiting for their 
carriages, 80 Herbert concl he would stroll round to his cou- 
veyance. 

As he came down the steps buttoning his coat, he overheard a 
conversation between two ot the local loafers. 

“Who's this bloke?” queried one. ; 

“Dunno,” said his friend, “but he can't be upto much. Hes 


He can't afford 00 


‘el bifea it’s only the Drury Lane clown ! 
And had the 


kerri 
Shade of poor Harry Payne! thought Campbell. 
motley earned no title to et Neen 
On another occasion Campbell was rehearsing at the same histor’ 
theatre. There are dry periods in rehearrals occasionally, ani! on 
of them happened to come along. Campbell suggested to Littl 
Tich that a refresher might be judicious. Tich agreed that It 
would be palatable, to say the least. 
So Herbert Campbell and Little Tich stole out at the stage-door 
and were crossing the read to the old Albion Tavern. “. Erbit 
Two men noticed them. “Look!” cried one, “thats Erbi 
Kemble and Little Tich !” Aoi 
“Garn! sit?” asked theother man, “ Ain't Kemblea big u"- 
and ain't Tich a little ‘un?” a 
“Yus,” remarked the first speaker, sententiously, “ and do xo) 
know that the little ‘un gets just as much money as the big un- 
“Garn! He don't!” ae 
“He do, I tell you. But I wouldn't stand it if I was Kemble: 


Saturday, duly 4, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AT RYDE. 


eee 


WE are, as, of course, I ought to nave told you last week, if it 

had not been for the perversity of that brute of a Bob—we are, in 

fact. at Ryde. 

And when I 

- say Kyde | nat- 
urally mean 
Ryde Pier. 
Ryde Pier is 
Ryde. There 
aren few houzes 
and terraces, 
and so on, 
_. where the peo- 
ple who come 

to the pier live 
when they are 
off it, and a few 
sho ts ere 
they buy things 
to put on, or put 
_- stir sy _ 

——__ people spea 
— K yde_ they 
mean, of course, 
Ryde Pier. 
= There are 

piers and piers. 
Southend — pier 
ia better known 
=s for its length 
pa than ita loveli- 
=——-—— «ness, and of 

Herne Bay pier 
. —I have not 
seen it lately—a big lump, some time or other, a 1 am told, lopped 
otf. Brighton has not been altogether happy in its piers, although 
it must be owned, those interested in them have worked hard for 
their welfare. 

Gravesend—poor, old, deserted. neglected Gravesend—owned, 
once onatime, piers that were popular—nay, fashionable even, when 
ounce Londonera went there for their bathing; but, alas! those 
times have passed away. Our bathing dresses, of which I meant 
to speak Inst week, are just scrumptious, and we enjoy our first 
dip trom the bathing-stage amazingly. A boat containing the Dook, 
Bob, and Billy heaves to at a short distance, and there is a fight 
for the _field-glasses, 
Naughty boss! 

Up to the present 
time we are getting on 

retty smoot vee The 

Hook and Billy's sea- 
side dittoes have sur- 
vived the railway jour- 
ney, and almost look 
like holding out for 
another week at least. 


——== 
The first dip of the season, 


We have put upata 
very good hotel, and 
up to now the table 
dhéte waiter does not 
seem to have particu. 
lily observed the 
number of times Billy’s 
pee has been refilled. 

fancy, however, to- 
wards the end of our 
stay—— 

pomtiey Georeneesn 
and ie a 
with whom, I nt 
mind confessing, I 
generally get on better 
when we are a slight 
distance apart, have as 
yet made themselves 
only tritlingly objec- 
tionable. 

Anyhow, as yet, there 
have been no scratches, 

* * LJ 

The unha Dook 
has just mklod to me 
that he does not feel altogether quite comfortable. He says that 
his tenant at Totterdown Towers is not a man of his word. Me 
says the tenant promised thirty shillings on account of arrears of 
three years rent, and at the last moment failed in coming forward. 
He says it is a humiliating thing to borrow sevenpence of Bob, with 
n solemn promise of repayment within fourteen hours, and then not 
to_be able to repay, and to be reminded of it at meal times. 

Billy has not smiled for two days. He says that before siacting 
on tour his mamma neglected to remit his usua: hebdomadal half- 
crown, and that it is ly a plensant thing to have the Dook 
hounding him round the bun shops for the return of a threepenny 


bit advanced in a moment of tem impecuniosity, We girls 
are going to hava temas if we-are'to Bed aa 


* * ° e e 
Horror !! Bob is hiring a yacht and insists on showing us over.. 
Weare all to travel in it for economical motives, and feed on board. 


a 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 19. 


them in pocket money. 
e 


pe 


ROT 
AX : 


BARNUM BOLINGBROKE SLOPER. 
Bory, 1462, KILLED IN CHOKEY (DATE UNKNOWN). 
From the painting by Henry wes Marks, R.A. at th: Mansion 

use. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd. 


SLOPER'S PlLLS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 
FULL tg laaesaia Gone cae Box. 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


PERSONAL. 


70 Hampton Street, Paddi: W. 
- Sune 9th. a096 ed 


GENTLEMEN,—1 can trul Sloper’s Pills 
beat any medicine ZT have ever tried : 
Faithfully yours, 
TOM SWEENEY. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
914. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wizh to know ofa fan 


“You don't feel the heat,eh? Well, you look a bit 
in the build—more like scaffolding than solid Se 


—— 


Gc kunt Fs OLD GIRL’S OPINION. 
. Priel 2 
Daily Zelgrapi en a Dae of dissatisfaction and threw the 
wks ® muss me!” she cried, “if 1 don't call it 
sickenin. Everyt yas does anythink nowadays popper er 4 
ted man! Here's Mister Chamberlain a great man; the Yankee 


safe, certain, and s remedy for all irre- 7 . . 
TO winiiie cod sbclraniore c amay week EADIBS Sekine srt pan: tte Gerens, Hetnpes and old rug 

cacer Leppert dard circumstances and in LADIES Parker—they call ‘em all areal, Now = Sus of a rae aa 
TO most difficult a LADIES hn wan, * 
TO NEV QESTINATE. CASES TADIMG ditut drink sper coal reel whneut imei’ ot spelt cena 
TO Se ee LADIBS an’ would ent cold victuals six day a week without grumblin'— 
TO GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, LADIES 7 ACT fligaaat 
TO No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LAD. 
TO as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES WEIRD WHEELERS 
TO writes: LAD. {Tt is the fashion of some swagger Cock and Hen Cycling Clubbers to wheel 
he i nd mierry ase Pt clotmanty decreas LADIES towards milnight to certain graveyanis, and th iis pesean hawt och to 
TO Gaile taking pills and other things in vac, LADIES SOME wheclists’ ways are 
TO Half the quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES rash and rum 
TO to my intense joy and surprise.” LADIES “24 sthers’ ways aregrim 
TO A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all test! TADTHS some wheel to gain big 
TO monials an ine, w 8 inex: ive, IES record boasts 
TO tay suticlent forany casee ee”  * Patrms And some, it’ seems, to 
TO __ Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to. LADIES sloat o'er ghosts ! 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES These last run off with all 

Write privately to— bocel t r, 

TO Rs. A. 8. AL LAD: F ing at the mid- 
TO 145 STOCKWELL _ROAD, LADIES _, night hour 
TO LONDON, S.W. J LADIES In graveyards and funercal 


To prate of spirits and of 


ks. 

an when such cyclist 
seeks his fay 

He doubtless chants the 


Are Unequalled. The mes effectual cncarth. Nothing can resist them. following lay 
94d., 1/18, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by “O! Tandem Dove, 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. Whom I £0 love, 
Or order of any chemist, To graveyards let us wheel pell-mell ; 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt When midnight strikes 
of a stamped addressed envelope. We'll rest our bikes, 


And tales of ghosts to thee 1’ll tell!” 
These spookists who thus wheel away 


— oa Lf dpe tae Genk id — 5 some ip va 
HEN re Tom Terry, who wrote little Greek verses for re, dou! of the rand, 
The Vagelond, and shared an attic in : Lane with four or five Who shed such brightness o'er our land. 
li outcasts like himself, was found in his bed oneevening, Saad “cycle ”-ogical wheelers these, 
it wasn't so much of a shock to his room-mates as a matter of pro- ho fain would set our gore a-freeze— 
found sorrow at the loss of such a boon companion—a old And honey-mooney cyclists may 
pal ever ly to share his last pint or pence. But dead was— Anon croon forth this cS es lay : 
send Me Paris's iene out euemiing dekh of tures ponds odd, And with me ride” 

les ina o 1D; 
and meant standin drinks till further orders at the Lamb and From frolic, fun, and frivollers’ boasts,” etc. 
Lakecet, Je roeee A Ce silty Seton whoa theweueke of oat a 

w 3; bu > w w our 

little band gathored round the table, raid : CAN YOU, NOW? 

“ Boys, it's a scandalous bit o’ bad luck, old Tom popping off like A FEw QUERIES ADDRESSED TO THE FAIR ONES. 
this just when there's three golden quids in the exchequer to be CaN you expect a man to love you if, whilst he tries to catch the 
spent in lotion! Only think how he'd have rev in it! prettiest air in Higoletto, at Covent Garden, you persist in giving 

‘ouldn’t he have glo in being with us?” your in, whom he has brought as well, a recipe for taking red- 

One and all agreed that he would. Currant stains out of a lawn frock? 

“ [’ve a queer proposition to make,” Bill went on, “and it’s this : Can you expect a man to love you when you openly avow that 
We shall have to turn poor old Tom over to the coroner to-morrow, aor wasn short of getting run over by a goods train loaded with 
but to-night let’s take him with us. Dress him stick his hat Fail iron shall stop you playing Paula Tanqueray with the 
- a couple of us can take him between us. d’ye say?” South Streatham Strollers, and you know that he hates all 

t would have been rather » me unaer ecdinary amateurs? i 
circumstances, but we all loved old Tom, so that we didn't thin' Can you expect a man to love you when you grant him “one 
of that. The idea was received with acc Ten minutes sweet kiss upon that alabaster brow, and he gets enough claritied 

whiting and cream of bismuth to fill a hollow tooth? 


Pro} 
no Prould have guessed that Old Tom wasn't alive with the 
us. Round after round of drinks went down, till, = ee 


—— 


MORE NEW WOMANHOOD. 


notice—for a ious good renson ! barman sper’ 
demand, eadine thal he didn't intend to be “done” for his money, 
even if all the “other bounders ” had donea guy! Still old Tom 
apake not, whereat the pewter-polisher became particularly wrath. 

ith the remark that he could see now that his customer was 
speechless, and he wasn’t goin’ to get into trouble with the p'lice 
for serving a drunken man, he came round the bar, took old Tom 
suddenly under the arms, and rolled him out into the gutter, 
across the pavement himeelf in the 

‘A crowd and a constable gathered in a moment, and in the next 
there were exclamations of horror on all sides. The man was dead ! 

“ D’ye know what you've done?” gasped the constable, grabbing 
the unhappy barman and pg to handcuff him, “you've 
been an’ killed this man!” 

Aghast at the terrible discovery the miserable fellow cried : 

“Te’s his own fault, sir; all his own fault. I shouldn't ha’ 
touched him—may I never move but it’s the truth—if he hadn't 
ee his fist in my face and threatened to break my vioomin' 

jaw!” 
J ————_—— 
HIS IDEA OF HUMOUR. 

THOUGH he posed asa wit he had a much stronger re tation as 
a fool, and we all sneered when he tried to say smart things. 

“ Hullo, boys,” he remarked, last Tuesday, “I got off an awfully 
fens thing yesterday. Fact.” 

* Oh, what was it?” 


1B 
Mr. Backseet (sternly). So, madam, | catch you kissing the page 


boy, do 1? 
Mrs. Backacet (kittenishly). Well, p'r’aps it was wrong of me, 
“ 4 one-humped moth-eaten dromedars at the Zoo!” Ferdinand, dear ; but, you must remember, girls will be girls. 


e ‘ 
/ & 


Misa Sloper will be delighted to receive 


photographs from those of her friends whvse 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


“Oh! 


No. 450.—Miss Lavra LERMITTE. 


rare indeed, such perfect grace and beauty !” 
—The Dook Bioah, 


“ My life is blighted—Laura has refused me! ” 


—Lord Bod. 


“Thrice happy day when I may call her mine.” 


—The Hon. Billy. 


THE LIGHTS O° LONDON TOWN, 


R 
Slo 
wy 


waters havi 
= cod McNab said, “Yer at the wrang end, old rosy nose.” 


. Box o' lights, sir? 
weher Sam. Box, sonnie? A plateful’s more'n 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, July 4, 180¢, 


ALSO A RELIC. AND ON THE HONEYMOON, TOO. 


Tourist. Bit of a fossil, the Abbey, I 9° 


pose ? 
Native (hard of hearing). Ab! built long afore I 


Young Bride, There's a far-away look in your Guy, dearest. Does this 


was \. 
Tourist. The King’s Head's pretty ancient, too, eh ? ivh a ha’ ha barked ; 
Native. Aye! was there long afore I was born. mighty ocean remind you that we have embar: upon the stormy sea of life? 
Tourist. Uve just had a sandwich there. it ede pe ae ete exactly. To tell you the truth | was wondering if 


Native 


. Made long afore I was born. 


Tourist. Ah! you're right ! 


co 
nightsbi 


Miss Mabel. Do you like bananas, Major? 
The Major. Yes, they're all very well, but 
neervati 


MISUNDERSTOOD! 


a and must say I prefer the old-fa 


PHYSICAL WRECKS, ANYHOW 


BUT SHE WASN'T ON. 


r 
od Rude Boy (to nervous beginner). Now then, my dear, buck up, and I'll race 
yer to the top o’ the street. 


SLOPER IN BAD COMPANY. 


“And do you ever see any wrecks about here?” “ Lor’ bless you, a : ; 
mi *undreds. ‘You can’t move for Bath chairs on the parade some- Having run up to town this morning about 10 4M, 
times. Oh! it’s a great place for inwalids is this.” A. SLOPER, Esquire, went for a short walk by himscl/- 


at last subsided, McSwine thought he would do a bit o’ ploughing, (2) Aft 
talk to ye. NIVVER RAISE YER HAND AGAINST 4 PILLAR OF THE KIRK; IT DOESN'T PAY. 


McSWINE’S FA 


—Etract from MILDEW CoURT CIRCULAR. 
RM AGAIN. 


er the continued unseemliness was over, McNab continued, “ Be seated, dear Iaddie, and let me 


7 i ¥ 


co 
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Terrific - Trurdlling- “Parade. Prebarabior 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

A lot of foreign countries sent, Some firemen to the Tournament :—The Scottish Gathering, of course, Attracts the Gael in mighty force :—The splendid 
bowling pres to be, Chief cause of England's victory :—They're springing up quite thick and fast, How long, think you, the boom will last :—Most reverently 
it 1s said, These Bretons bury Britain's dead :—The recent barge race was, they tell Me,,won by Goldsmith's ‘‘ Haughty Belle” :—Fife's duchess, as perhaps 

you know, Presented prizes at the show.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


ON THE HOUSEBOAT. 


¥. % “ Poor ickle ting, did he knock himself against the 
= nasty ladder?” 
HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. 
No. 8.—“Then you'll remember me.” 


Mr. Turpie. Yus, it’s what I allus say—you ken 
work yerself to death and nobody think nuthin’ the 
better of bs for it. 


IT LOOKS LIKE IT. 


Mary Jane. Well, ere am I slavin’ from morning 
to night without a moment to myself, and what Gussie. She thinks 1m awfully good-lookin’, 
thanks do J get? None! don'tcherknow ! i 
N.B.—The street door belt has been ringing frantic- “Tom, dear, jump in before this boatload comes by; you look so much more _ Freddie, U-um! you've evidently got the blind 
' ally for the last hour and the chimney’s on fire. effective there than I do, and 1'll wait here,” side of her, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
—_—~— 


You can see at a glance that our talented and valued artist who 
illustrates this paragraph is a bit of an Idealist. He cannot bring 
himself to depict a modern 
patent machine mowing, 
tossing, and spread- 
ing the scanty hay crop, or 
u beer-soddened rustic hel 
ing to cock and cart it. He 
gives us the sweet - 
Phyllis, who used to do the 
greater part of the work in 
the g old days, when agri- 
cultural machinery was in its 
infancy and cheap foveten 
trash found no place in the 
English hay 
palmy days of the British far- 
mer. Our artist has, however, 
im a somewhat 
mournful expression to the 
countenance of the daint 
village maid ; we presume it 
arises from the scarcity of 
the cro The lung-con- 
tinued drought has ruined 
thousands of acres; every- 
"i it has sont ee 
mage, and, alas! the y 
of ‘96 must go down as one of 
the lightest on record. 


s 

Poor Augustus Harris! A. 
SLOPER is but oneamong the 
thousands who mourn with deep sincerity the untimely loss of a 
brilliant manager, a true and generous nd, and a real g 
fellow. Sir Augustus has been called a lucky man, and, to a 
certain extent, he was ; but his success was mainly attributable to 
the indomitable energy with which he attacked every fresh enter- 
prise, ile succeeded where others had lamentably failed. The 
moral is surely sufficiently obvious, And now the curtain has 
fallen a upon his busy and useful life, and we must, all 
of us, feel a pang of genuine sorrow that it has descended so soon. 
ss 


THE hot weather is no pal to the music halls. but the Royal is 
fighting it bravely with a most capital show. Drop in there one 
evening soon, and thank ALLY for sending you, 


s 
AX exhibition of sketches and studies by members of the Royal 
Institute of Painters in Water Colours will remain open during 
July, and being a particularly good one, will doubtless receive 
considerable patronage. Are yous picture lover? Then go. 


THE Royal Aqu 
ment resort, and just now, when the warm weather 
us feel drawn towards 
cool, airy, lofty, well- 
ventilated laces of 
amusement, it is doing 
exceptional business. 
What need for us 
to enumerate the 
many items of attrac 
tion? Are they not set 
forth in all their glory 
in your y news- 
[nage Yet we would 
ain draw especial atten- 
tion to the ca) 


s 
uarium gains daily in popularity as an entertain- 
makes most of 


“The Judgment of 
Paris” being ue 
larly fine indeed. 
28 

THE py Aa Ruin 
has this conferred 
the “ Award of Merit” 
upon Gus ALLEN, be- 
cause he can write @ sce song. 
gurgled he of the kett’s Bl 
re | reg a 


racy and up-to-date. Blow me, gy! 
‘or, 


when Alexandry at length crawled from the apartment he bore a 
marked resemD’ to a football referee after a mobbing, or an 


outside bookie caught welshing at Alexandra Park. 


. s 

AFTER a lapse of three years the Exhibition and Tournament of 
the National Fire Brigades Union has proved very successful in 
at the Agricultural Hall, and we trust that the rving Widows 
ans Fund will benefit very substantially from the pro- 
ceeds. An unique and thoroughly interesting show it proved a 
the highly realistic representation of ® house on fire, the arrival 
engines and escapes, and rescue of the occupant being one 


The *s Proctor is intervening at the Royalty, and there 
Recedh goles chance of his success. He is fortunate though, 


repre- 
sented by such 
an array of 
talent as Mr. 
Arthur Bour- 
chier, Mr. Mark 
Kinghorn, Mr. 
Hendrie and 
Miss Violet 
Vanbrugh, for, 
let it be whis- 
Lasgo his case 
8 oll of the 
stron, . 
but for the 
clever counsel 
who ho 
briefs on his 
behalf, it would 
have little 
chance of gain- 
ing the verdict 
of the public. 
All the same, 
the hearing isa 
vastly amusing 
one, and no 
attempt is made 
by the judge to 
suppress the fre- 
quent outbursts of applause and laughter, whilst we hear on good 
authority that the court is nightly packed by throngs of interested 


spectators. 


and 


ALLY: SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 


USUAL SEASIDE CRAWL WILL NOT AFFECT SIGNOR 
PINKTITE VILLA OXCE OR 
RETURNS DON'T BUN INTO 


TRE 
SLOPERINI'S ATTENDANCE AT 
Twice «4 WEEK. THE THIRD 
MUCH. 


No. 11.—The Duchess of Dimplecheek in the “ Hokey-Pokey 
Canter.” This is a voluptuous, come-to-my-bosom sort of dunce, 
and awfully tricky. 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 
No. 7.—Tae HuncER-GoD oF THE DEEP. 


(“ What, however, will receive the greatest amount of practical f dared 
from the people of this coantry is the announcement that a fund been 
started for the relief of those have suffered from the loss of their bread- 
winuers.”—Glove, on the Drummond Castle disaster.) 

THE great God who holds our allegiance 
Has gry Lala that —, 
Through lands, sands, sea-regions, 
And we mortals must bow to them all. 
a with brain and with heart impassioned, 
hile the tears from their fountains creep, 
We wonder why thow hast been fashioned, 
O thou hunger-god of the deep! 


Oft in mid-ocean thou lurk 
lisions os 


Or 
To thy dread e: oft workest 
By ahd of the god. . 
Thou biddest the wild winds, exempted 
Tory cron eka treg's bongts spay bo tempted 
crop with men's hear be tempted, 
C3) thea i diag the aat r 
In countless curst ways thou orrenpert 
That food, to thee gasping, may fall : 
But thy last dark device is the strangest, 
The blackest, the saddest of all! 
In the beautiful, sweet summer night-time, 
ln the reign of King Mirth and King Sleep, 
Was THAT for thy craving a right time, 
O thou hunger-god of the deep? 
Alas! ‘twere vain to rebut it! 


If it seem to the great God well 
That the small god's maw be so giatted, 


For helping the mourners, who wee 
Their beloy ones by thee ewallowed blindly, 
O thou hunger-god of the deep! 


——= ee 


RATHER ! 


“1 pon’? know how I'm going to make out,” said the agricultural 
tician who had been retu “that l've got to depend on the 
old farm for a living now, and I’m blest if I feel any certainty 
about making it pay.” 
“But you to make your constituents pet fl gs of you, by 
showing off what you knew about farming,” wife, encour- 


ly. 
a ee that, Betsy. But don't fi this: farming for votes 
and farming for crops are two totally different things.” 


ees eee 


HAVE YOU EVER 


noticed that the guest who sternly and 


(1) Have you ever 


emphatically exclaims, “ Not a drop for me. thank you !"— 


(Saturday, July 4, 1996, 


HIS OCCUPATION. 
Fit selp betchond Popkins is married?” 


rag : 
“Why, 1 thought he hadn't a shilling to bless hi: " 
“He Tadn't. But he's alright now. The paleosag al ir 

quantity of investments, All he will have to do now is to «1, 

coupons off the bonds rimony.” ep 


_— 


one : nfecenniclarere ECONOMY: 
, I want to have my photograph taken, and 
this littie boy taken with me. a rand I wish to hary 
r. We make an extra charge, madam, 
porieali an taken at once. . » when tno 
Lady. Oh! but I'll keep the boy in my lap. 


—— 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


ConpucTtEeD By Lapy Downy. 


crabs is in art muslin, but it always seems a bit 
T yreber n nood oid Ye opilly to me, an 


graces on the part of a common governess are quite 
should strongly advise you to keep her in her Besa 
chil 


us of inscrib: mg her name on the Scroll of 


easy as pap. 
stories, long. 

Hustrated London News, 

Exuma B.—Of course you must have new ones ; but it is pity, aa 
you say, to waste the old ones, and if they are well patched ther 
will be quite good enough for your husband. If he wears a coat 
with very long tails, the repairs will not be very conxpicuous. 

St. BARTHOLOMEW.— What a glorious profession is yours! To 
heal the sick, and—and—and relieve the suffering, and all thar 
sort of thing. A nurse's calling is certainly, next to a woman 
journalist's, one of the grandest in the world. Thank you so 
Touch for the kind things you say about our paper, especially mr 
little corner. From the way in which you write, I feel sure th 
you are noble, generous and handsome, and he will be a lucky 
man who gets you for his wife. Write again. 

ACNE.—If you have tried all the lotions which we advertise, and 
all my recipes and still cannot rid of them, why not cover 
them over with little pieces of black sticking-plaster? It used 
to be fashionable once, and, perhaps, you may bring it up again, 

SWEET SIMPLICITY.— tan i ly obtained, but in 
your letter you do not mention which you require, and they all 

htly. For instance, delicate Brighton tan mar be 

Brod by means of a strong infusion coffee, carefulls 
\bbed on with a piece of cotton wool, while the deep and j«r- 

manent tan of Yarmouth can only be obtained from walnut. 

juice, Sa eer from the husks, while for the latter place, in 

order to ad agi true to Nature the extract should be stirred 

pale few with a fat and oily bloater. Write again more 
ye 


OVERHEARD AT WALTON. 


“IN do the best I can with ‘em, Dick, but you must recollect 
yer figger ain't wot it was forty year ago.” 


ae 


7. 


NOTICED P—No. 


SSW 
(2) Is the man who never leaves until the decanter is mete 
and even then expresses an affectionate desire to “ make a nig! 
it” on your front-door-step ? 


pllect 


amp tf. 
ight of 
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CHUCKS. 


(A RoMANCE OF THE RAIL.) 
—e ee 


ees Ch A hel hoped to be 

h mark that ucks ever ho a 
_ ine, Su AGured further irritation in the mind of A. P. Smagg. 
The male cousin who smoked his cigars drank his whisky was 
already a difficulty in the mind of Smagg, bad also a mystery— 


Hol 
indefiniteness had 


never clearly 
and fully explained 
to the satisfaction of 
Smagg, and the free 


in 
which the malecousin 
a gpl 
made e mystery 
more disagreeable. 
And now his soul was 
to be harrowed by a 
railwa; r. It 
was ly to be 


re. 

Smagg hied him 
once more to the 
saddler to have his 
bales and paxs 
strengthened. He 
had cunning corners 
and of i 


ron 
placed at possible 
points of weakness, 
and these were rivet- 


firmly as ——_ be. 
After the job was 
finished Smag 
smiled frimly, a 
even hungered for the time that he would see the futile efforts 


seen the iron-bound parcels Les yr he A anges 
imeelf e 


ba: manipulation during the fortnight 8 was 
Boe eee ok the evening of his revurn Chucks determined to 


jus 

The manner of Chucks was calm even to coldness when the train 

1 made no hurried rush towards the van, but 
waited till another had spect the bolts. Then he stepped into the 
us proceeded—for the baggage of Smagg 

Chucks disdained to take any undue advan of the situation. 
There were sea-chests,bicycles, tombstones, fish-boxes, and other 
aggravating examples of 8 in the van, but Chucks ignored 
these as aids to dealing with the luggage. 

“ Anyone,” he scornfully muttered, “could do wreck with these, 
but it takes a man to deal with iron bound leather cases alone!” 

And Chucks grimly but nobly determined to do his devoir with- 
out outward assistance. 

It was a duel to the bursting. 

Gladly ne nustied out those ieather bags. He dropped them 
eudways, edgewayer, sideways, upside down, and every possible 
way that they could be dropped. He heaved them up that they 
night fall three feet, five feet, and ten feet. 

The bags and bales groaned as they fell. | The iron clamps and 
corners were twisted, but they scornea to burst. The eaddler had 
done his work too well—Chucks was worsted ; not a bag was burst, 
ut the concrete pavement of the station platform was, and that 
was some comfort to Chucks. 

; smagy smiled when he saw the failure, and Chucks gnashed his 
ecth. 

The former was convinced he had triumphed, but the latter 
muttered “He laughs best who Inughs last.” The bags, Chucks 
kuew, had got a serious softening though they had held together, 
aud Chucks was certain that his day would fed come. 

‘Sumgg went home triumphant. His elation lasted till he got to 
his cottage, and his gloom again set in, for the obnoxious male 
cousin was once more there. 

And that male cousin’s presence turned his pleasure to gall. 

« a * * a « 

Again and again 8 journeyed, and again and again Chucks 
dealt with those bags re, areal, As Checks had surmised, the 
iron-bound packages had been softened, and as time wore on they 
began to give. t the close of one jonresy, Chucks managed to 
burst two packages, and Smagg had these re . Next journey 
only one case was burst, and Smagg had it repaired. Then Chucks 
on next journey contrived to smash three cases. Smagg grinned 
grimly, and had them repaired, but he feared his o for 
expenses was getting too serious. 

hen, at last, the cloze of one fatal journey found Chucks at his 
best, and these bags at their weakest. ucks sent the goods 
whirling in all directions, and as the last bag struck the pavement 
he folded his arms and smiled like a demon. There were seven 
burated bags. 

It was the apotheosis of Chucks! 

And Smagy went home to find that the faithless Seroebiey had 
fled with her male cousin, and that he was a bereaved man! 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


ae 


TOO! 


A GREAT IDEA, 


“Gracious, Bob! what's up? Are you going balmy?" “Nota 
bit. T heard that it was peephend the weather would be so hot 
that we should be able to wear nothing but vine leaves. So 
thought I would get a full-sized one made while I was about it 


. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 
Rattwary Horet, Brixton, §.W. 
June 26th, 1896. 
DEAR ALLY,—Just a line to tell you that your paper balloon 
dropped on the of our place as above this even ne 80 we 
captu it where it was torn, ed it with fresh 


t, 
wadding and methylated spirits, and again sent it adrift. As we 
are su bers to your paper, I should be very pleased to see it 
menti erein. Yours always, c. D. 


ene enennl 


HIS WAIL. 


gone 
But the medern boy, whose mate 1s jain 
and 
Cn ate rd roeny well again! 
I've no one now to kick!” 


TIME’S TRANSFORMATIONS. 
hissed, so bitterly that the parting “per” 


engra mre-gicbes. 
Like a shade of the late lamented Sarah Siddons she stood there, 
holding between her left thumb and fore-finger a long, dark-brown 


hair. 
“From what shameful hussie’s head has this come, sir?" she 
demanded, holding the thread of feminine glory ” at arm's length. 
“From your dear h dearest,” he replied, cool as the . 


tomest bottle in the public house refrigerator. 
“ Prevaricator!” she velled, “’tis dark-brown, whereas mine is 
blonde—almost " 


true, said, “but this hair got on my coat a week 
before you'd invested in that bottle of Madame Thimeuagie 

“ Bedied |” she chrieked, as, like all her sex, enraged st being 
bonnetted him with a heavy card-basket, and ewept out 


es eee 


TEACHER, WITH READING-CLASS. 
Roy reoding)- “ And she sailed down the river——” 
Teao “ Why are ships called ‘she?'” 
Boy (precociously alive to the reaponsibilitics of his sez). “ Be- 
cause they need a man to manage thew.” 


ad 


OH, MY STARS! 


Angelina. Do you know where Venus is? 
Edin. Yes, rather, I've got my arm round her. 
(And then the banns were put up. 


een 


AND MUM IT WAS. 
It was on the Cockleton boat that he met her. She was far the 
and when we say this you will 


daintiest bit of skirt on board, 
tumble to it that her 
was of no mean order, 


ing no end of the most 
cuddleable girls to its sandy 
shores. 

And Alfred Henry was a 
goner the instant he set eyes 
upon that fair and lovely 
form. He fancied himself a 
a eee er 

F conquest was 
in his mind before he had 
fully drunk in the full beauty 
of her charms. 

He was not long in getting 
i action. He made his 

vances with the peaceful 
ease born of long 


made acquaintance with the deck ere he was besieging the heart 
of the fair one with eve: 
And she encouraged him. 
in the light of a confession of wo 
admit it, shyly at first, but with a 
sex is mistress, she drew him on, 
Tilbury they were on the best of 
Cockleton Alfred Henry had 
aftection, and she, his charmer—wel! 


t. 
longi ‘ime for Vig ony was drawing nigh. Cockleton was in 


i 'd the rapid, but desperate, flirtation must end pro tem. 
fica Henry expresued his that they might meet again ; 
his divinity hesitated. “She would not promise, she said ; “she 


was staying with friends, and she wasn’t sure,” etc. But she gave 
was in the ont, of course, and made an appointment for the 
Ilowing morning. 
ae cs chery they did, but a trifle earlier than had been arranged. 
You see, when Alfred Henry came down to dinner at bis boarding- 
house and took a seat beside the wife of his chest, the first person 
his eyes alighted on was his charmer of the steamboat seated 
dutifully beside the husband of her choice. : 
One glance, and only one, passed between them, but it was full 
of meaning, and said as plainly as possible that a very popular 
brand of champagne was the word. 
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The Old ‘Un spied this girl through his second-hand binoculars 

doing a gentle paddle at Margate. At first she'd have nothing 

to do with him, but after a bit got quite spooney. She's 

a governess in a swell family in Hyde Park, and has promised to 

sc al when she comes back to town. What price Mrs. 8. 
Sooners 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”). 
CHAPPTOUR 20. 


I PREsoM, deer reeder, itt wood bea moar bekumin tu droara 
vail ovur the rest of mi sta at tne Maynesis, butt i kannot parse 
ovur the finirl seen without a werd. 

Just as me and the yung boi wos a stupin over sum of the 
korpcis tu se if tha wos rev y, orl quite ded, we herd the sound of 
weels in the distunce, and lukin up we soar the trap drivin bak 
with the marster and mistris. 1 wos stil on mi nees besyde a fyne 
yung foul indeverin tu feal if ite hart wos stil beetin wen tha 
drove intu the yard. 

Mrs. Mayne she gives quite a shreek as her i's alites on the ded 
boddies strude eround, and Mr., he jumps out quickli, and yusin a 
werd wich i wil knot kontammynait mi pen with. He sez, “ Wot 
the —— is the meenin of orl this?" 

The young boi, instid of arnserin and icksplanin as itt wos a 
acksydint wich okurd thru him a-karelisli leevin the poisuned 
korn wair i sor itt, don't sai nuthin at orl, and the marster he terns 
tu me and sez furyusli: 

“Why the —— don't wun of yu tu iddyuts speek? ‘Ave yu both 
lorst voar tungs as wel as yoar sensis? Wot's the meenin, now, of 
this infernal a a” 

Stil the yung boi maid kno arnser, and Mrs. Mayne now steps 
upp tu me and sez, “ Elizabeth,” she “i left yu tu luk arftur 
the fouls and things, wot hav yu bean doin tu them?” 

Thus challunged, of korse i broke silunse. “Nuthin, mum,” i 
arnsers, “ leestwais ony a-feadin of ‘em.” 

“Ony a-feadin of 'em!"” sez Mr. Mayne; “ony a slorterin of 
‘em yu meen, geri! Whi yu've bean and kild evvery foul in the 
plaice in sum fules wai—prise wuns and orl.” 

“I wos ont, tryin tu ri ‘em out of the garden,” i replies, fealin 
the teers wellin intu mi i's as i spoke. 

“Wot did yu du it with?” he sez. “Agun?” 

“No, sur; with korn,” i respons. 

“She tuk the pizu weet for the sparrers out of the barrer, 
marster,” sez the yung boi, grinnin orl Ovur his ugli fais, “ and— 
he, he !—zur, she’s bin a-yusin the gun on the hakny colt.” 

“Wot!” sez Mr. Mayne, wile i stands wishin the ground wood 
opun and swaller me wair i stood. 

“She's bin and kild the ba kolt, sur,” sez the yung boi ; “shot 
him out of the winder larst nite in mistaik foar bergerlirs.” 

The marster t wun uk at me and then terns tu the 
yung boi. “Taik me tu wair yu've put it,” he sez, “and if its tru ile 
serve ‘er the saim.” 

Uterin this feerful thret he rushed awa tu the bak of the stabuls 
and fiyin foar mi life i toar indoars and lokd miself in mi bedd- 
rume. Sune arfter i herd the marster yusing the most friteful 
77 alge ah threternin tu kil me the momunt i kaim down. 
A eum hours of terrybul surspence Mrs. Mayne krept up and 
told me i had bettur get out of the house as soon as i kood. The 
yung boi brort mi box down and drove me tu the stashun in 
wun of the farm karts, and wunce moar Elizabeth Miftfins wos 


(Zo be continued next week.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
“X"” Rats: Policeman lifting drunkard out of gutter. 
“CassELL’s in the Aire,” as the Leeds laddie said, when he 
threw his Popular Educator into that river. 
re - ae of Bellows”: The vocal achievements of the ox and 
e baby. 
SCHOOLBOY's Description of “ Hard Lines”: Latin hexameters, 


—i 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 

(Continued. ) 
No. 18.—TELEPHONE, ELECTRIC BATTERY AND A Box or 
SARDINES PRESENTED BY EDISON. 


The above relics are the latest additions—A. SLoren was about 
to write Edison’s—to his marvellous collection. The telephone 
and battery are now on view in the Shoe Lane Museum. The 
sardines are at the present moment being embalmed for sanitary 
rensons. The telephone is of value to the student, being Mr. 
Edison's first attempt at that useful article. 1t is ingeniously 
constructed out of a cigar-box,a piece of blind cord, and a comnmon 
or garden flower-pot. A. SLOPER was assured by mailithat it was 
in perfect working order, and proceeded through it to thank the 
donor for the gifts; but there was evidently something wrong 
with the works, for the dialogue began and ended in “ Are you 
there?” He thought it best to try the battery, which was labelled 
“extra strong,” on Snatcher. No sooner was it applied to the 
faithful animai than he bolted, and up to the time of going to press 
he had not returned. A. SLOPER is uncertain in his mind if it was 
the shock or the sight of the contents of the sardine box, that 
caused the flight.—( Zu be continued.) 


i we gaetiths 
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No. 436.—Proressor W. E. Gi.uis, F.O.S. 
“So world-wide is our hero's fame, that but few 
require to be told the nature of his claims to the 
honour we have now conferred upon him. Asa ven- 
triloquist, he was not long in ris oo beg arg d from the 
wi 


lower branches to the topmost t e Tree of 
Fame. Clever, brigh retined, and well up to date, 
his entertainment is always a welcome one, and his 
humour has been correctly defined by our tame 
punster as truly Gillin. Chiefly because nes a 


“My Dgzarn Mary,—! have had simply a divine 
bathing costume made, and had a dress rehearsal at 
home to-day in the bath-room. The effect without 


splendia ventriloquist, he was created F.0.S., and His Cousin. U hope you will spare me a dance or two to-night, Gerald. [prea bodgy gare Goodness only knows whether 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ nted to him May He, Impossible, my dear girl! our hostess filled my programme up to the tenth dare wear it when we go to Ramsgate. What do 
9th, 1896."— Debrett Improved, extra a fortnight ago. you think? Ever thine own—Macaie.” 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. TOO AWFUL TO THINK OF. 


No, 18.—Miss NELLIE HIKIKs. 


UNDER ENTIRELY 
NEY 


“ Lawks-a-mussy ! and the time I've dealt with ‘em. too! I ‘opes they ain't gone and altered 
the blend of the gin and peppermint.” 


EXCHANGE NO ROBBERY. AN ECHO FROM THE HALLS. 


Aged 19 ° 


Dolly Shirtiiff (sing*)— 
Donald. Did ye see any gomerel wae ma i biys, Teo king uv swells, 
kilt? woy I put hon soide is 
Ronald. Na; bit 1 wonder whst fool's ‘Cos it’s Jorked boy hall thur gells— 
sportin’ mine? Bi, hisn’t hit #0, loidies? 


Aged 22 Present Oay THE OLD MAN PUT THE SKID ON. 
ae . v 5 

Miss Nellie Hikiks, another charming member Margate’s merry waters. and possessing a lovely 
of the talented Frivolity Company, is the only . figure, she soon procured an engagement as a 
child of a clergyman, d and the support _— professional swimmer at the Imperial Aquari- 
of her widowed ma,-with whom she came to arium; but winter Coming on, and the water 
London from their native village to train fora  gettinga bit chilly, she thought she would take 
hospital nurse. "I'was while nursing a venerable to the Loads, and applying to an agent requiring 
nobleman, who had been run over by a steam- tail ana gracetul young ladies with no previous 
roller, that she received from his lordship an ‘knowledge of the stage, he, fortunately for her 
offer of marriage, which the dutiful girl at once and alxo for the theatre, got her pert at the 
accepted for her mother’s sake. She sul uentl Frivolity. For elegance and abandon, coupled 
found it necessary to bring an action for breac with strict propriety), her high-kicking is un- 
againet the noble lord, but his faceily proving _ rivalled. The k Snook, it is whispered, has 
that he was @ confirmed lunatic, and that it was on several unsuccessful occasions offered to share 
through his escaping from a private asylum and his coronet with Miss Nellie Hikike, to whom A. 
taking the roller for a motor-cycle, which he SLOPER, she being fatherless, shows a paternal 
cadeavgured, to mount Cnt he met ith M0 EN ie frock abe wove ourihe CMP «tforay! a's caartan I. cuarten IIL 
accident, an uneympathetic Jory Sng and ha ig gg : t “Hooray! she’s coming to A th or two later, th Packed off to boardin, school ; 

her. Disgusted with nursing and having = day, when she was escorted to Ascot by the K s month or two r, the acked o B-! 

gee days been an enthusiastic batherin Eminent. tea. fatal kiss. a lot of bother eaved. 
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